

Percies Prince oj Tyre. 

This Stage, the Ship, vpon whofe Decke, 

The Teas toft Pericles, appcarc* to fpeake. 

Extt Gower 

Enter Periclei on fhtpboord. 

Per . The God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe (urge* 
Which wafh both heauen and bcil^and thou haft 
V pon the Wmdes command, bindethcminBraPfe 
Hawing cald them from the deep?, O ftilt 
Thy dearning dreadful! thunders, daily quench 
Thy nimble lldphcrousflafties : O ho w Ltchond*? 
How does my Qtietne ? then ftorme venomoufly. 
Wilt thou fpcat all thy felfe ? the Sea mans vjhiftie 
Is a whifper in the cares of death, 

Vnheard Lithe rid* ? Lndm.%, oh ! 

Diuineft patroneffe, and my wife , gentle 
To thofc that cry by night, conuey thy Deity 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, may fwift the pangs 
Of my Queenes trauailcs.Now LieherieU. 

Enter Ljchtrid*. 

Eych. Hecre is nothing too young for fuch a place. 
Who if it had conceit, would die, as I anslike to do .• 
Take in your armes this peece of your dead £?uee»e<> 
Ter. How now Lycborida } 

Ejcb. Patience good fir do not affift the ftorme, 
Heerc’s all that is left liuing of your j^ucene ; 

A little Daughter/or the fake ofit 
Sc manly, and take comfort. 

Ter. O you Gods ! 

Why do you make vs louc your goodly gifts. 

And fnatch them ftraight away ? 

We hecre below, recall not what we giue, 

-And therein may y(e honour with you. 

Lyeh. Patience good fir,cuen for this charge. 

Fer, Now mildc may be thy life. 

For a more blufterous birth had ncuer Babe : 
Quht and gentle thy condition ; 

For thou art the rudelieft welcome to this world, 


P erielej Prime e/tjiri, 

Thatcuer was Princes childe : happy what follow#. 

Thou haft as chiding a Natiuity, 

As Fire, Ayre,Water,Earth, and Heauen can make*, 

To karold thee from the womde : 

Eucn at the fir ft, thy Ioffe is more then can 

Thy portage quite, with ail thou cant! findc hecre s 

Now the good Gods throw their beft eyes vpen it. 

Enter tree Sdjferr . 

i what courage fir ? God faue you. 

Ter . Courage euough,! do not feare the Saw. 

It hath done to me the worft .-yet for the louc 
Of this pocre infant, this freftr new f;a<*farcr, 

I would it would fcie qnict. 

i.fry.SJack the bolins there j thou wilt not, wilt thou f 
Slow a id folic thy felfe. 

% SayL * But fea-roome, and the brine and dowdy bilbw 
kiffe the Moonet I care not . 

i54;/.Sir,your Queene muft ouer board, 

The fea werkes hie, the wtnde isiowd, 

Aid will not lye till the Chip be cleared of the dead. 

Per .That’s your fupetftttion. 

i .Pardon vs fir jthis is a lye with vs at Sea it hath bis §il! 
ferued And we are ftrong in eafterne, t berefore briefly yceid her. 

' f#f.As you thinkemtetCjfor fire muft ore board ftraight, 

Moft wretched Quecnc. 

XyeW.Hcere fhe lies fir. 

fer . A tirrible child-bed haft thou had^my deare^ 

No light, to fire, the vnfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee vtterly ®or haue I time 
T ® brisg thee feailowd to thy grave, but ftraight 
Muft cal thee fearfely coffind in oarc, 

Where for a Menusaent vpon thy bones, 

The syre remaining lampesjthc belching Whale, 

Sad humming water asoft ore. whelme thy corps 
Lying with fimpiefhels : O Lyebertds, 

Bid Nefier bring me Spices,Incke and Paper, 

My Casket and ray Jewels, and bin Nicnsedrr 

Da ®ring 
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